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WORCESTER’S ILLUSTRATED QUARTO DICTIONARY.—Admitted by eminent scholars and the leading literary men of the Old and New 
World to be the standard Dictionary of the English Language. PRICE $7,50. 


| SWAN, BREWER & TILESTON, Publishers, Boston, Mass. 
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VANITY FAIR. 





HAPPED HANDS, FACE, LIPS, 


&c.—Certain cure and preventive. 
HEGEMAN & CO.’S Camphor Ice with 
Glycerine will keep the hands soft in the 
coldest weather. Sold by druggists general- 
ly. Price 25 cents ; sent by mail on receipt 
of 30cents. HEGEMAN & CO., Chemists 
and Druggists. 


(apt. Wilkes takes 
THE RESPONSIBILITY. 


CARTE DE VISITE PHOTOGRAPHIC 
PORTRAITS OF 


Capt. WILKES, U. S. Navy. 
Hoy. JOHN SLIDELL, 


Hon. WM. M. MASON, 
Confederate Commissioners. 


For sale by 


E. ANTHONY, 
501 BROADWAY. 


Price 25 cents each. Can be sent by mail. 
Remittances may be made in postage stamps. 

Also, COM. DUPONT, and 500 other em- 
inent Americans. Catalogues sent on re- 
ceipt of stamp. 


GQ TACKHOUSE’S 
OLEATE OF ROSES. 


A most superior and efficacious remedy for 
the prevention and cure of chapped lips and 
hands, and all inflamed and irritated surfaces. 
Ladies will find by its use that it will oe 
their lips and hands as soft as velvet. It 
heals like magic—say those who have used 
it. Prepared only by 


DAVID L. STACKHOUSE, 
Chemist and Druggist, 
Handel and Haydn Hall, 
8th and Green sts., PHILADELPHIA 


ARD & PARRY, PUB- 
LISHERS, BOOKSELLERS 
and Importers, (Successors to H. W. Derby.) 
625 Broadway. Are selling their own Pub- 
lications, together with all the current mis- 
cellaneous issues of the day at partly re- 
duced prices. 
They publish the following : 
POPULAR BOOKS OF WIT AND HUMOR, 
The Widow Bedott Papers, 12mo., 
cloth, 
Mrs. Partington, b 
The Sparrowgrass apers, 
Riley's Humors of the West, 
Brougham’s Humorous Irish Stories, 
iss Slimmens’ Window, 
Prentice’s Wit and Humor, 
Letters of Jack Downing, 12mo., 
Jack Downing’s Yankee Stories, 


1 00 60 
B. P. Shillaber, 1 00 60 
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HAWKES'S 
Celebrated Gold Pens, 


GEORGE F. HAWKES, 
MANUFACTURER, 
64 NASSAU STREET, NEW-YORK. 


Keeps constantly on hands, Pens of all 
sizes and qualities. Gold and Silver Screw 
Cases, Pen-holders, Tooth-picks. &c., at 
prices to suit the demand. 

All the above goods are fully warranted, 
and finished in the best manner, and stamp- 
ed with manufacturer’s name. 

The Trade most liberally treated with. 

Single pens, or any of t above goods, 
sent by mail, free of charge, to any part of 
fhe country, on receipt of price. 

Pens repaired in a superior manner for 39 
cents, inclosing the amount im three-cent 
Postage Stamps. 


ORDERS RESPECTFULLY SOLICITED. 


Send for Circular containing prices. 





TEAM JOB PRINT- 
ING ESTABLISHMEN?, 
44 ANN STREET. 


os 


CHAPIN & McKAY, 
‘VANITY FAIR’’ PRINTERS, 
Newspaper, Book, Job and Card Printing 


neatly executed on the most 
terms, and with dispatch. 
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IMPROVED 
Gutta Percha 


CEMENT 
ROOFING 


- is water-proof, 





GUTTA PERCHA 
CEMENT, 
FOR preserving 

new and repairing 

LEAKY METAL 

ROOFS of every 

description; WuILL 

NOT CRACK IN COLD 

OR RUN IN WARM 

WEATHER. 

sie Ss el Agents Wanted. 
AS DURABLE. Terms Cash ! 
OHNS & CROSLEY’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, FOR 

CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MARBLE, 


PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, &c., &e., the only article of the kind ever produced 
which will withstand water. Liberal terms to Wholesale dealers. 


PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


JOHNS & CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 
Wholesale Warehouse, 78 William st., cor. Liberty. 


A NEW MAGAZINE. 


ANNOUNCEMENT. 


here are periods in the world’s history marked by extraordinary and vio- 


FON 
CHEAPEST and CNEL RQWENAND 


most DURABLE 
ROOFING in use, 
Free and Watxx 
Applied} JOHNS & CROSLEY, 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS. 
78 WILLIAM ST., 
(COR. LIBERTY 8T.), 


NEW YORK. 





an 

Costs only about 

one-third as 
much as 


Tin, 


Roofs of all kinds, 
aud sent to all 
parts of the coun- 
try with full di- 
rections for use, 

Send for a Circular 











These crises sweep away in a moment the landmarks of generations. 
give to the old a new direction, It is then that new ideas are born, new theories developed. 
rigds demand fresh exponents, and new men for expounders. 

This continent has lately been convulsed by an upheaving so sudden and terrible that the relations 
of all men and all classes to each other are violently disturbed, and people look about for the elements 
with which to sway the storm and direct the whirlwind. Just at present we do not know what all 
this is to bring forth; but we do know that great results must flow from such extraordinary commo- 
tions. 

At a juncture so solemn and so important there is especial need that the intellectual force of the 
country should be active and efficient. i 
to take position as the advance guard. To this end there is a special want unsupplied. 
Independent Magazine, which shall be open to the first intellects of the land, and which shall treat 
the issues presented, and to be presented to the country, ina tone no way tempered by partisanship, 
or influenced by fear, favor, or the hope of reward; which shall seize and grapple with the nomen- 
tous subjects that the present disturbed state of affairs heave to the surface, and which cannor be laid 
aside or neglected. 

To meet this want, the undersigned announce that early in December next, and monthly thereafter, 
will be published, under the editorial charge of CHA. GODFREY LELAND, Esq., a new 
Magazine, entitle 


THE CONTINENTAL MONTHLY, 


to be devoted to Literature and National Policy. 


Such pe- 


In Politics, it will advocate, with all the force atits command, measures best adapted to preserve 
j It will never yield to the idea of any disruption of | 


the oneness and integrity of these United States. ‘ 
this Republic, peaceably or otherwise, and it will discuss, with honesty and impartiality, what must 
be done to save it. 


In Literature, it will contain articles, in both prose and verse, of the most varied character, and of | 


the highest merit, by the best writers and ablest thinkers of this country. 

It will 
age, and it will endeavor to reflect the feelings and interests of the American 
both their serious and humorous peculiarities. 
presentative Magazine of the time. 

THE CCNTINENTAL MONTHLY will be printed on fine paper, and in the best style of typogra- 
phy, and each number will contain one hu id and twelve royal octavo pages. 

tERMS—Three dollars per year, in advance, (postage paid by the publishers;) two copies for five 


dollars; three copies for six dollars, (postage unpaid.) 
J. R. GILMORE, 
NO. 110 TREMONT STREET, BOSTON, 
G. P. PUTNAM, 532 Broadway, New-York. 
TRUBNER & CO., Paternoster Row, London. 


VANITY FAIR 


With number 80, ‘‘ Vanity Fair’? commenced its Fourth Volume. 


j people, and to illustrate 
In short, no pains will be spared to make it the Re- 


The success of this periodical has demonstrated the fact that a first-class 


HUMOROUS ORIGINAL PAPER 


can be sustained in this country. 


To the past we point fearlessly as an evidence of what we will do in the future, with i sed fa- 
cilities and the material aid which an appreciative Public has given us. It will be the actu es. 
lisher to preserve the high tone of the Journal, and while its efforts will be to sustain 


OUR NATIONALITY, 


it will not be found hesitating about striking at corruption or shams in high places whenever the publi 

welfare demands it. P ic 
Asking for wating but what is right, and fearing nothing that may be wrong, we shall strive 

to be open and just in our censures, while at the same time we shall not hesitate to a: \ st whi 

is honest and true. ‘ e Ppprove that which 


TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION, 


Postage unpaid...........cse0s 
- « paid... 
paid... 
unpaid... 
unpaid 


One Copy one year 

“ “ 
Two Copies one year (to one address).. = eat 
Five Copies one year (to one address)...............0eee0ee 
One Copy one year and Worcester’s Quarto Dictionary.... 


BOUND VOLUMES. 


se 


Single Volume 
Three Volumes (1, 2 and 3) 
Three Volumes (to California) 
Three Volumes and copy of paper one year, books prepaid only 
Three Volumes “ “6 “s (to California) books prepaid only 
Remittances must be made in Gold, New York or Eastern Curre 
York par. Seal all letters securely, and address plainly to 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 
No. 100 Nassau street, New York. 


ney, or other Currency at New 








It is time for great minds to speak their thoughts boldly, and | /7 
It isthat of an | 


be liberal and progressive, without yielding to chimeras and hopes beyond the grasp of the | 


| on the most reasonable terms. 





| them. 


| GREAT MUSICAL 





Advertising Rates of Vanity Fair, 


Title Page, 50 cents per line, occupying 1.3 
the space across the page. 


Title Page, $1.50 per line, across the Page, 


Second Page, 25 cents, wide column. 


“ “ 


10 cents, narrow column. 


. | ‘0 LECTURE 
COMMITTEES. 
MR. JAMES WILLARD MORRIS, («K, 


N. PEPPER,’’) will soon be prepared to 
deliver his new Humorous Poem, entitled 


“WAR AND WOMAN, 


L His address 
is No. 1125 Broadway, New York City, 


[The Soldier’s True 
Frrenp—For over forty years Doctor 
Holloway has been supplying all the 
Armues of Europe with his PILLS & OINT. 
MENT, they having proved themselves the 
only Medicines able to cure the worst cases 
of Dysentery, Scurvy, Sores, Wounds and 
Bruises. Every knapsack should contain 
Only 25 cents per Box or Pot. 2p, 


BOX 
DEPOT. M. J. PAILLARD, 


lent crises, sudden as the breaking forth of a volcano, or the bursting of a storm on the ocean. | Importer, 21 Maiden Lane, N. Y. Has for 


They call out fresh talent, and | 


sale the most extensive assortment in the 
country, at prices varying at Two to Twp 


| Hundred and Fifty Dollars, each playing 1, 
| 2,3 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs. 


BEAOTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR CHILDREN. 


BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES AND TASTES, 
Call and examine them! 


Fine Gold and Silver Watches Cheap for 
ash. 


MUSICAL BOXES REPAIRED. 


NEW LOCAL STORY 
NOW READY IN 

THE NEW YORK WEEKLY 

(The best Story and Sketch paper published), 


ENTITLED 


THE DEFRAUDED HEIRESS; 


Or, The Stepmother’s Plot. 


By James Reynolds, author of ‘ The Stolen 
ride,’’ **Long Hank,’’ and ‘ Hermit of 
the Ottawa.”’ 
In ‘*‘ The Stolen Bride ”’ and ‘* Long Hank” 
and ‘‘ Hermit of the Ottawa,’’ Mr. Reynolds 


| gave evidence of great vigor and power, and 
| stamped himself as a romancer of no mean 


reputation; but in giving to the world ‘The 


| Defrauded Heiress,’’ he has placed himself 


| lights and shades of society. 


in the front rank of the great writers of the 
ay. 
it is a story of life in a great city, founded 
on fact, and in it are brought to view all the 
Most people 
ave but an imperfect idea of the snares and 


| pitfalls set to entrap the unwary, not only 


in low life among the hovels of the poor, but 
among the wealthy and powerful and ap- 


| parently respectable. 


We think we may safely say that 

THE DEFRAUDED HEIRESS 
is the most powerfully-written romance 
which has been placed before the public for 


| many years. 


| ter: 


4 Do not fail to read the opening chap- 
S. 
The NEW YORK WEEKLY is sold by 


} all respectable News Agents in the United 


| States. 
always | 


| rily charged. 


| WEEKLY through him. 


| copies for $12. 


The price is rour cents, but in 
some cases, where Agents have to pay extra 
freight or postage, a higher price is necessa- 
When there is a news Agent 
in the town, we desire our friends to get the 
We do not wish 
to mail the paper except to places where 
there is no other means of getting it. When 
sent by mail the price will invariably be 
$2 a year, im advance. Subscriptions taken 
for three months. Two copies will be sent 
fora yeerfor $3, four rcopies for $6, eight 
Postmasters and others who 


| get up clubs.of ten, and send us $165 at one 


| 


time, will be entitled to an extra copy {ot 
their trouble. The bills of all solvent banks 
will be taken at par for subscriptions. Cat- 
ada subscribers must send twenty-six cents 
extra with every subscription, to prepay the 
American postage. 
STREET & SMITH, 
itors and Proprietors, 


Ed 
1l Frankfort street, New York. 
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DISTINCTION. 


Superior Newsboy.—‘' Keep YER DISTANCE, WID YER LOW HOL- 
LERIN’ ABOUT MURDERS AND FIRES. My PRINCIPLES IS AGIN HOLLERIN’ 
ANYTHING SHORT OF A BLOODY BATTLE !”’ 








RANTANQUERO DE BOOM-JING-JING ; 


—O0R— 


THE WRATH OF THE REBEL RIVAL. 
A ROMANCE OF THE WAR. 


By McArone. 


CHAPTER I. 


On a fine morning in the lovely month of December, as the sun 
rose above the misty tops of the mountains that line the Potomac, 
a young officer might have been seen emerging from his tent in 
the camp of the Eleventh Pontoons. 

But it was no common tent. . 

It had cross-halls, a piazza, a wine-cellar, and a stove with a 
rifled stove-pipe, to make the smoke shoot straight. 

Nor was this young officer a common young officer. 

Scarcely forty-three, he had already won the proudest laurels of 
the gory field, and a black eye attested the blind fury of his valor. 
In cold weather, he was always to be found where the fire was 
hottest. He was arrayed in a fine blue uniform, brass-mounted, 
and wore yellow gloves, a red coat, scarlet trousers, a green cap, 
and a chaw of tobacco in either cheek. His loins were girded up 
for battle ; fire sat upon his lip ; death upon his sword ; his neck 
was clothed with thunder and his breath smelled of onions. 

His father had been an Indian, and his mother a Dutchman, but 
as both had petitioned Legislature to allow them to become natives 
of the M. E. Church, he claimed to be a Portuguese of the sang 
azur, and his name was Senhor Don Rantanquero DE Boom-JING- 
sinc. He was seven feet high in his socks, weight, two hundred 
and eighty pounds, Troy weight . .. he weighed more in Albany 

. .. and had a good common-school education. 

His manners were polished, some ; his war-horse was fleet as the 
wind ; he had suffered a good deal with rheumatism, and knew 
Dr. Warts’s Juvenile Poems by heart. In battle, he was awful. 
He wielded a Scottish claymore longer than himself, and a brace 
of double-back-action revolvers, presented him by the celebrated 
Gun-Maker of Moscow. 

Thus much for our hero. 

“ GLORIANNA ... beautiful Grorranna!” murmured he ; “ maiden 








of the blue hair and curly teeth, how have I dreamed of thee, this 
night !’’ 

He turned, and saw a slave in crimson velvet approaching. 

‘* Ho, minion !’’ he exclaimed, ‘‘bring shaving water, and order 
break fast.’’ 

All through the heavy watches of the purple night, while the 
lilies lay, immobile as planets, on the sheeny bosom of the tidal 
waves, and the odor-fainting tom-tom sang joy exuberant to the 
sleepy, juice-laden cream-tufts of the white magnolia. .... 

But no; Miss Prescorr has a copyright on all that sort of thing. 

All night, let me say, then, quite plainly, while Don Ranran- 
QuERo dreamed of his love, GLorIANNA, she sat in her bower on 
Pennsylvania Avenue, and gazed afar out over the murky shades 
of Washington, to where the lurid camp-fires of the brave Eleventh 
Pontoons hurled back an angry glare upon the heavens. As day 
broke, she could see by the dawn's early light, the Star-spangled 
Banner, that was sv proudly hailed at the last beaming of the 
twilight; although during the night, the red glare of the rocket 
and the bombs bursting in air, had given proof that the flag was 
still there. .. 

** Long May It Wave.” 
[ALDRICH. ] 


OQ, RanTaNQuero. .. O, my love!’’ cried the maiden, rubbing 
her left ear, ‘‘ how long must we dwell in loneliness apart ?’’ 

This, occurring at the moment when our hero uttered his loved 
one’s name, was regarded as a very remarkable coincidence, and 
was frequently referred to for several years afterward, by those 
who were curious in such matters. 

The door of the bower was suddenly and angrily thrust open, and 
a@ young man entered. 

‘* What in thunder are you calling that feller your ‘ love,’ for?’’ 
said this young man. 

He was a disagreeable person, who, being rich, was to marry 
Guorranna. She didn’t want him for a husband, but her father 
was obdurate. He was a tough old cuss. 

‘* Avaunt, base villain!’’ cried Grornianna; ‘‘I loathe thee. 
By Heaven I swear it! Unhand me! Death before dishonor! Ha, 
ha!’’ 

‘* Who’s a techin’ of yer?’ asked the rich villain, whose name 
was Perer. 

At this moment, the sullen roar of distant cannon was heard, 
some miles off. 

‘*Go,” exclaimed the maiden ; ‘‘ your country calls! Who but 
a poltroon would linger, when the deep-voiced cannon speaks ? 
Why tarry here in*ease and luxury?’ 

‘*T do’ know,’’ replied Peter ; I don’t seem to keer much about 
this war.”’ 

The peerless beauty cast upon him a gaze of withering scorn, 
that made his hair sizzle, and blistered his nose a little. 

“ Don’t get riled,’’ said he. 

‘Go, then, and win a name in the field of blood and glory!’ 

‘* Not any.’’ 

‘* Leave me !’’ 

‘* Not till you promise me to forget your foolish passion for Don 
RANTANQUERO.”’ 

‘*Desecrate not that name with your sordid breath !’”’ cried 
GLORIANNA, and her eyes flashed so that a neighboring rooster 
thought it was sunrise, and began to crow. 

‘*T will have his blood !’’ roared Perer. 

GLorrIannA wept. She wept a good deal. 

Perer drew a jewel-hilted poniard from the bosom of his dress- 
ing-gown, and brandished it ia the air. 

‘Ere one hour has elapsed,” said he, ‘‘ this we’p’n shall drink 
at the founting of his heart !” 

The reader will observe that this young man used imperfect lan- 
guage. The reason was, that he was uneducated. He was born of 
poor but honest parer ts, and had made his fortune by writing for 
the religious papers. 

He started to leave the room, but Grorranna clung to him. 

‘* Stay ...stay...” she sobbed; ‘‘take not so dear, so noble 
a life.’’ 
‘* Pll bat you in the eye,” remarked he, ‘‘ ef you don’t let go o’ 
me.” 
She sank in a swoon and a corner. 

Half an hour Jater, Perer stood in the tent of Senhor Don Rax- 
TANQUERO DE Boom-sinc-JincG. That mighty warrior lay on a sofa 
asleep. The brandy he had taken at breakfast was a little too 
much for him. 

With stealthy movement, Perer drew near, and raising hig 
glittering dirk high in the air, down it came with an unerring aim 
and frigatful force ! 

Let us draw a veil over this sad scene. 


(To be Continued. ) 
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Joun CHINAMAN IS 80 FOND OF BILLIARDS, THAT HE IS NEVER TO BE SEEN WITHOUT HI1$ 


CUE. 


A LEADER. 
(ORIGINALLY WRITTEN FOR THE TRIBUNE, BUT INTERCEPTED BY Us, IN 
THE MOST DISHONORABLE MANNER.) 


‘* Westward,’’ says the Holy Writ, ‘‘the star of empire takes its 
way,’ and whoever will have the patience to cast his eye in the 
direction assumed by the star of empire, will observe that although 
things in Missouri are no longer as they were, there have still been 
quite a number, if not several, important changes there. 

We promised long ago, to indulge in no criticisms or strictures 
whatever, upon the course of the Administration in conducting 
the present Pro-Slavery Rebellion. But that promise can surely 
not bind us from stating our candid opinions, such as that the 
Secretary of State is a blackguard, and that ander the present 
method of doing things the Southern Confederacy will be recog- 
nized in less than three months. We wish it understood that in 
making these statements, we desire to express not the slightest or 
most distant antagonism to the persons or policies of the Cabinet 
or its weak and vacillating leaders. 

But to return to Missouri. Every intelligent man in the North 
must have observed with the most ineffable contrition and pro- 
fourdest lamentation, the down-hill and ruinous condition of the 
Union cause in that state, since General Fremont’s removal. We 
do not, of course, wish to say that that removal was in conse- 
quence of the jealousy of the Secretary of State, who fears Fre- 
MONT as a powerful rival in the next Presidential campaign. Far 
be it from us to insinuate so base, yet so truthful a motive. 

Let us, however, sum up in brief, the positions of Missouri, 
before Fremonts’ shameful recall, and since that unhappy event. 

I. Under Fremont, the soldiers were numerous, well-dressed and 
intelligent. They all had Bibles, subscribed to the Tribune, were 
only drunk wheu they couldn’t help it, and ate at regular hours, 
changing their under garments with great punctuality. 

II. Under Fremont, the expenses of the campaign were a baga- 
telle. The highestsum ever expended in one day, was but $875,- 
802,000,000. 

III. Under Fremont, the troops were rigidly obedient to their 
superiors. As the army was composed principally of officers, this 
was easy. 

IV. Under Fremont, fighting was unknown in the army. 

V. And finally, everything conspired to help the Union cause; the 
crops were abundant; there were fair women and brave men; the 
weather was pleasant; the country people stole less than usual, and 
the backbone of Rebellion, to use the words of a cotemporary, was 
broken. In two weeks more, FREMonT would have crossed the 
Osage to Sarcoxie via Springfield, won a bloodless victory over 
Price, freed all the colored gentlemen and ladies in the South, and 
quelled the insurrectionary flame wherever it arose. The Rebels 
would have hailed him with open arms, and those who did not 
flock to his victorious standard would have laid down their lives 
and retired to their homes. 











Hollo There! 


We have discovered a few strange coinci- 
dences between the ancient city of Troy and 
the modern one of New York. The Greeks 
compassed the destruction of the former city 
by making a Horse of Wood—a hollow thing, 
but effective. The roughs attempted to in- 
sure the destruction of our city by making a 
Mayor of Woop; and then, to crown all, 
came the victory of OppYKE over that played 
out person—which, like the Trojan Horse, 
may be described as ‘‘a hollow thing, but 
effective.’” 





Dastardly Outrage. 


On Wednesday morning last a respect- 
able-looking man rang the door-bell of our 
esteemed fellow-towns-man,FeRNaNDO Woop, 
Esq, and enquired of the servant if ‘‘ Mr. 
OppyKe was in.’’ He was immediately 


dragged away by the police. 


ee 


The most obnoxious paper to Mason and 
Slidell. 


“ Wixes Spirit.’ 


Now let us see how affairs stand in Missouri to day ! 

I. Since Fremont’s recall, the soldiers, outnumbering the officers 
more than twenty to one, refuse to do anything bordering upon 
impossibility. 

II. They do not shave and change their under garments only 
three times per week. From too gross a dict they suffer greatly 
with chillblains and numerous cases of the pip have appeared in 
the hospitals. 

Ill. The expenses, if they have not enormously increased, have 
certainly not diminished more than 50 or 75 per cent. 

IV. The troops are continually fighting. 

V. The Rebels are consolidating. Three arrived in Springfield 
night before last, and our special correspondent thinks there are 
more. 

VI. The weather has been very bad ever since Fremont left, and 
the turnip-crop will be short next year. Some of the oldest inhabi- 
tants say positively that they don’t care whether school keeps or 
not. ‘The colored ladies and gentlemen, who were in the habit of 
thronging to Fremonr’s camp for instruction and stimuli, have dis- 
appeared. The common schools are all closed, and the banks re- 
fuse to pay specie to every man who has no claim upon them. 

Shall this continue? We call upon the people, and especially 
the friends of ,Fremont, to answer. 





The Modern Bonnivard. 
“ My hair is gray, but not with years.”’ 
Byron. 
I. 
‘* Have you seen our dear Bard since his poor wife is dead ? 
How he’s changed by the blow! 
His hair is like snow ; 
There isn’t a single black hair on his head !’’ 
II. 
“That the man is now gray, Sir, I cannot deny : 
But it is not with wo, 
For the reason I know :— 
When his wife ceased to live, why, he ceased to dye!” 
zs SCRE oe ee ee eee 
A tax not likely to be imposed upon U. S. under Old Abe’s 
Administration. 
Syntax! 
ee SN Be ee. Sd 
Enough to make a Horse Laugh. 
The news of the death of Grorrry Sr. Hivairg, the Hippopha- 


gist. 
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HARDEE MADE EASY. 


NCOMPARABLY the largest piece 
of ordnance on record is the famous 
Golden Gun kept in the Tower of 
London. The Jews, with that keen 
scent for precious metals long since 
recognised in the adoption of the 
words Jewelry and Mosaic, are said 
to have offered no less than twenty 
thousand pounds for this valuable 
relic, which, consequently, may 
fairly be set down as the only twenty 
thousand pounder made mention of 
in the history of artillery. It was 
founded by order of the Imaum of 
Muscat, on the occasion of his hav- 
ing a little difficulty about his black 
chattels with the Azimuth of Po- 
laris. The gold from which it was 
cast was furnished by voluntary 
contributions of ear-rings from the 
Tmaum’s wives, who must have been 
both numerous and well off for 
trinkets, judging from the weight 
of the gun. According to the ac- 
curate old chronicler, Szxm H. 
O’SotyMaN, this huge engine of 
destruction was originally to have 
been called the Father of Thunder, 
a name selected for it by the Imaum, 
who was a monarch of mild though vigorous character. This 
appellation, however, was over-ruled, by advice of the Imaum’s 
private chaplain, who was subject to electric fits, and suggested 
that Thunder might not like to be set down as the son of a gun. 
Resolved to confer nomenclature upon the huge offspring of his 
genius, however, the Imaum employed his chief Pundit to devise 
a suitable title for it. That officer devoted himself to the task with 
the fidelity and zeal of one who knew that his life depended upon 
a successful result. He shut himself up in his private shooting 
gallery for eight days, restricting his diet to six lacs of henna and 
a sunderbund of rice, daily. On the ninth day he had a fit, under 
the influence of which he went to the Imaum, and proposed The 
Golden Era as a neat and appropriate name for the great gun, on 
account of its material having been accumulated from the golden 
ear-rings of the daughters of the four winds. As we have already 
mentioned, the Imaum, although mild, was vigorous. He con- 
tented himself, therefore, with transferring the contents of his 
revolver to the vitals of the maundering Pundit, saying, as he 
placed a fresh quid of backsheesh inside his cheek—‘‘ Let this be a 
warning to all who would recklessly sport with the feelings of 
others ; and henceforth let this new crime be designated after the 
wretched Pundit who first perpetrated it, and be known as a Pun. 
Sir, the man who would make a pun would shoot a picket.” 

This is the early history of the famous Golden Gun of Aden, 
every part of which is known to be made of solid gold, except the 
bore. 

That there were giants in the days when that gun was founded, 
isa question no longer open to debate ; since, in a manuscript 
found in the hat-box of the King of Delhi, on the capture of that 
city, a few years since, it is mentioned that the Azimuth of Polaris 
was of such remarkable stature, that the court dentist was obliged 
to use a ladder for the purpose of scaling his teeth. 

Among the curiosities of artillery, mention must be made of the 
time-gun in the Jardin des Plantes, at Paris. Every day, at noon, 
unless it is raining, or cloudy, or somebody’s umbrella intercepts 
the rays of light, this gun explodes by the action of a burning 
glass, upon which a general comparison of watches takes place 
everywhere within sound of its boom. It is eaid that the present 
Emperor of the French, when a boy, played a sad trick upon the 
old watch-holders by spiking this gun. ‘ Some day or another,” 
said the youthful aspirant, ‘‘ Paris will take its time from me; let 
me anticipate Paris, by taking its time from it.” The only watch 
set in Paris that day was set upon the gun, in order to prevent a re- 
petition of the outrage. 


ee ee ae 
In the Carte de Visite Style. 


There is something so disparaging to the cherished idea of war- 
riors and their deeds of arms, in the following announcement, 
that we hope our military friends will excuse us for republishing 
it: 


‘« A well-known inventor of New York has sent a proposition to the Secretary 
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of War to make a contract ‘ to take Forts Sumter, Moultrie, and all other for- 
tifications on the coast, without the advance of a single soldier,’ ”’ 


The only possible way in which we can imagine the ‘“ well- 
known inventor” taking a fort without the aid of soldiers, is by 
supposing that he means to do it from a balloon, with a photo- 
graphic apparatus. Perhaps the ‘‘ well-known inventor’’ is a be- 
liever in affinities, and expects that Secretary Cameron will look 
with favor upon the application of a Camera. 


= i aan 
OUR LIST OF LECTURERS. 


Having but a small number of advertisements, and consequently 
a large space, which must be filled with matter of some sort, The 
Tribune treated its readers the other day to a long list of lecturers, 
open to engagements during the coming season. It was imperfect 
of course ; but considering the loose way in which things are done 
at that establishment, (no tight man ever obtaining admittance 
within its sacred precincts,) it was not so bad as it might have 
been. It had some glaring deficiencies, and some egregious mis- 
takes, a few of which we will endeavor to correct. Not so much 
for the readers of Vanrry Farr, who, as a body, are too intelligent 
to make a business of attending lectures, as out of regard for the 
omitted lecturers, who must feel, keenly, the malicious neglect of 
The Tritune. Here is the list of V. F. 
Apricu, Haynes Bayer. Address Jack Frost, Esq., Winter Place ; 
New York. 
Subjects—Babie Bell, with extracts from Suckling....The Staff 
of Life. 
Bennett, JAS Gorpon, Washington Heights. 
Subjects—Heraldry....The Postal System, with the Art of Black 
Mailing....A fig for Plum Gut. 
Crarxe, Lewis G. Custom House : New York. 
Subject—The Last of the Knickerbockers. 
Dawa, Cuartes A. Tribune Office. 
Subject—The art of Polite Letter-Writing. 
Everett, Epwarp, Hon. Everett House, Boston. 
Subject—Five Thousand Reasons for writing for It. 
Froyp, Joun G. On the Run, Virginia 
Subjects—The Blunders of BucHANAN.. 
stealing... 


. Still so gently o’er me 
- The Forty Thieves. ...Wise, and Otherwise. 
Greetey, Horace, Hon. (Will be sent from the Tribune Office.) 
Subjects—The Best Bread made of New Bran. (A bran new lec- 
ture)....Tobacco, the Hideous Weed, with some account of 


Thurlow. 
Hotmes, Ottver W. The Hub of the Universe. 
Subje Ducturs a Delusion....The Sovereign of the Supper 
Table. 


Hortanp, J. G. Care of Cuaries ScrispBLer. 

Subjects—Lhe Dutch Republic. 

Lestiz, Frank Esq. Ill News. 

Subject—Swill Milk, a stump speech. 

Meacuer, Tuomas, Cor. Camp Corkoran, Virginia. 

Subjects—Russell and Bustle....Irish Bulls, or the 69th at Bull 

Run. 
Norpnorr, Cuaries. Post Office. 

Subjects—Du Chaillu and his Gorillas... .Lit srary Rowdies.... 

The Last of the Barons. 
PHILLIPS, WENDELL, office, Anti Slavery Standard. 

Subjects—Phillipics 
Raymonp, Henry Jenkins, Times Offic 

Subject—Raymond of Too Loose. 
TuckerMAN, H. T. Boston Transcript. 

Subjects—Old Dan Tucker..... Tuckered Out. 

Wuire, Grant, Shakespeare Hotel. 
Subjeets—Sparpine’s Glue....The Revolutions of the World.... 
The Manton Marbles. 
Woop, Frernanpo, Fifth Avenue. (Should be Fort Warren ) 
Subjects—The Art of Altering Accounts....Raising the Wind, 
and the Joseph Walker... .The Science of the Ring. (Assisted 
by Aldermen Tvomey, Boots, etc.) 

P.S. Should communications not reach these gentlemen at 
the localities designated above, we propose to make engagements 
for them. Terms made known on application to our office. Each 
letter must enclose a stamp, (the larger, the better,) and a year’s 
subscription to oar paper. No others need apply. See that our 
autograph, V. F. is signed on the label, and our seal (Green Seal 
of course,) blown into the bottle. Cbrtificates to be seen at the 
counter. A few more wanted. A liberal per centage to the Trade. 
For further particulars apply, to 
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A NEW 


Want THE BUS sTopreD, Marm? 


WHISTLE. 


TLL WHISTLE HIM IN FOR YOU—ONLY A PENNy ! 


Mare Victum. 
(Freely Rendered —The Mayor's the Victim.) 


In the high old times, that are always rare, 

The myth of myths was the nest of a mare; 
For the honest simpletons thought, d’ye see, 
’*T was something that wasn’t, and couldn’t be. 


We have changed al! that, as the Frenchmen 
say, 

For many, like Woop, are on thatlay ; 

Ask him what the Mayor's nest is—he can 
tell, 

For there’s very little doubt he has feathered 
it well! 

ene eee 


About The Ring. 


A correspondent suggests that in view of 
the preponderance of shoulder-hitters at 
Frrnanvo's Headquarters, the name of the 
establishment should be spelled hereafter in 
this wise—Mose-art Hall. 

Which, V. F. thinks, would be a good 
idea, especially as FerNanpo himself will 
always be known hereafter’ as the “Left 
Duke” of Bloomingdale. 








Quite Likely. 

The messenger who conveyed to Fernanpo 
the news of Oppyker’s election last Tuesday 
night says that he never saw Woop so Cut 
Up. 

eee a 
Great Shakespearian Revival. 
‘*The divine WittraMs’’ appears, 
night, at the Winter Garden. 
pS 
Epitaph for Wood. 
Peace to his Ashes. 





A LETTER FROM A VERY YOUNG MERCHANT. 


Dear V. F.—I started in business, last week. 

Capital $10,000—left me by my grandmother. . 

I hired a counting-house—opened a set of books—advertised for 
consignments. Axp—to do the thing genteely, and like a sharp, 
virtuous, religieus money-maker—I confess it—I subscribed for 
The World. 

Ah! there’s where it was. That moral paper has knocked to 
pieces my peace of mind, for, taking it up, on the 4th of December, 
Isaw ‘Hints by an Old Merchant ;’’ and found that if I would 
make my fortune, 

I. I musn’t sell to jobbers. 

If. ‘* ‘* buy commercial paper. 

Ill. “ ‘ trust “Commercial Agencies.’’ 

av. ‘* Country Merchants. 

1. 2 trade with liquor-drinkers. 

VI. “ * borrow of the banks. 

Lastly, if I wish to be perfectly safe, I must—I must carefully 

Keer My Goons! 

Now, as doubts must come out of all this bother about jobbers, 
commercial paper, rural merchants, liquor dealers and banks, it 
follows that I shall be insolvent next week, so much, my commer- 
cial brethren, for taking The World. 

Sincerely your Distressed Friend, 
ANTONIO GREEN. 
Epigram. 
By a Fiaurante. 


‘* My election is certain,” said poor ‘ Single Eye ;’ 
‘* I’ve ciphered out, and I sigh for it, too : 
See, here’s all the figures, and figures won’t lie”— 
“ No, and there’s the advantage they have over you.’’ 
eee ae eee 
The best War Report. 
The report of our Canncn along the Potomac. 








“Sic Transit Gloria.” 


Not long ago Secesh was mad, 
At the glorious victory it had, 
Over the Federal fleet ; 
What shouts for Hottins! what frantic scenes ! 
How the whiskey flowed in New Orleans ! 
And the candles lit each street ! 


They went it blind on Hottrys’s lies, 

Till the truth came out, and opened their eyes ; 
Now they look rather slim ; 

So does Hottins—ungrateful men !— 

Where they lighted their cities then, 
They now make light of him ! 





Two Theatres. 


‘* Srcesn,” at the Theatre of War, ran, without intermission, 
through the Spring and the Summer, and has now gone well into 
Winter. By some, (the sufferers, for instance,) it is considered a 
dark tragedy ; by others, (the army contractors, for instance,) a 
bright farce. 

“‘Secesu,” at the Winter Garden Theatre, ran, without approba- 
tion, through the nights of Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday, 
last, and has now gone well into oblivion. By some, (the author, 
for instance,) it was considered a live burlesque ; by others, (the 
public, for instance,) a dead failure. 

Of the two theatres, we should say that the W. G. has the best 
of it. 


_ 





To Persons about to Marry. 


Call upon Mr. Cuartes Gayer, who’ gets up Magic Marriages 
with neatness and dispatch. 








A Precedent for Bad Grammar. 
AsraHaM LIncoLy. 
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MASON WHO BUILT HIS OWN CELL. 
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LETTERS TO THE CHIEF 
REBELLION. 


No. 2. 


Wasurnaton, Dec. Ist, ’61. 

JerFERSON Davis, Esq.—If your Post-Master General has over- 
come ‘‘ the formidable difficulties’ you spoke of “ in carrying the 
confederate mails,’’ you will doubtless before now, have received 
my first letter. Another epistle may reach you before your own 
hounds are unleashed. 

I shall look at some of the promises you made to the South, 
when you inaugurated a subtle conspiracy, which has since grown 
into the proportions of a great Rebellion. Like many a reckless 
plotter of mischief, you have evoked more elements of trouble than 
you can manage. While you were raising as you thought, only a 
storm of wind and fury which would grow calm at the bidding of 
any smart demagogue, you found a wild tempest roaring above 
your head, and AZoxrus alone could command the winds back to their 
caves. You have more than once, since you made this discovery, 
said ‘‘ you had no conception, the thing would ever go so far.’’ 
This is true. Nor have you now any idea how far it will go. Your 
eyes are only partly opened—you still ‘‘see men as trees walk- 
ing’’—but your eyesight will improve hereafter every day. What 
did you promise the South, if she would{break away from her alle- 
giance? Independence, Soverignty, and instantaneous recognition 
by the Great Foreign Powers. Your agents went to Europe, and 
with no usher but a cotton bale reeking with the sweat of lashed 
and unpaid negro labor, they tried to force their way into the 
Palaces of Emperors and Kings. They were repulsed—but they 
still cringed and fawned for recognition, till they were spurned 
with cold contempt from every Royal Ante-Chamber in Europe. 
On the very night that the Ambassador of the United States was 
the guest of the Lord Mayor at Guildhall, with Her Majesty’s 
Ministers at his side, your court-ejected, nigger-driving Envoys 
found more congenial company taking pot-luck in the greasy tap 
room of Fish Mongers Hall. You have always insulted and hated 
England, because she wanted Mississippi to pay her honest debts. 
Now you crawl to that monarchy only to be kicked away as the 
whining chief of an unsuccessful Rebellion—as the champion of a 
peculiar Ircstitution England hates, and the tawny self-crowned 
King of Cotton, which she no longer wants. Did you read 
Yancey’s letter ? 

You were luckier with your ‘‘ Ambassadors” (as you acknowledge 
them to have been) than with your Emissaries. Mason, Surpett & 
Co. spared you the further mortification of more fawning, more 
cringing, more crawling and more impertinenee, as the supple suppli- 
ants of kings, by changing their voyage to Fort Warren, in sight 
of Bunker Hill, over which you were to crack your slave lash as the 
roll of your boudsmen was called. 

You wish to be emancipated from the North to which, you had 
so long paid tribute—you wanted to cut off all intercourse with us. 
We helped you in your glorious work. You no longer pay tribute 
on Lynn shoes—you can’t get them, and you go bare-foot, black, 
white and mixed. No more tribute on Boston Ice—you drink 
tepid water in dog-days. No tax on Ohio bacon—it is worth 30 
cts. a pound—on Illinois flour, it costs $40 a barrel—on Orange 
Co butter—it brings 50 cts. a pound—your circulating medium 
must be below par, or these commodities must be growing very 
scarce. 

You were to cover all seas with your pirates—How many Letters 
of Marque have been called for? You were to open the Slave 
Trade—how near have you come to winding up Slavery itself? 
Children laugh at the silly dog that lost the meat and the shadow 
too! You would not sell your pew in a Washington Church, for 
you would need it the next Sunday after taking the Federal Capi- 
tol! What would you take for it now? You made Montgomery 
your first Seat of Government, and you congratulated Georgia on her 
great destiny. You skinned that neighborhood, and quit for 
Richmond. Virginia was in turn congratulated—you skinned the 
mother of Presidents and scraped her to the bone—and again 
started with your locust bands for Nashville, which will participate 
in like congratulations, and share a similar fate. By this time 
the Capitals and States where you hold your locust court, must 
have recalled with empty stomachs and shrivelled purses the 
Spanish Proverb: ‘Save me from my friends, and I will take care 
of my enemies.” 

You sunk what few ships you had at the mouth of Charleston 
harbor to keep us from getting in. We took the hint, and are 
sinking a fleet of old whalers to keep you from ever getting out. 
We do not wish to burn your cities, but we will exile them from the 
commercial world ; we will blot their very names from the maps of 
the Navigator. We will open new Ports, and build free cities. 
Thither will flock the fleets of all Nations, and your slaves shall be 
our servants. You were to send your cotton direct to Europe, and 
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. : 
OF THE SOUTHERN , pay no commissions to Yankees. We shall save you the trouble, 


for we shall take the commissions and the cotton too! 

Jerr. Davis! What have you done? Once you stood fair among 
your fellows ; your Nation put a soldier’s sword into your hand— 
you have thrust it into the bosom of your Mother—you were re- 
spected, beloved and even admired. The South was prosperous, 
happy, and secure. Now she is bankrupt, miserable, and in peril. 
She is bound on Procrustees bed, and the sword of Damocles is flash- 
ing over her head. 

The cordon de guerre, which has been steadily spinning for you by 
the hand of Scorr from the distaff of destiny, is now, under the 
steady nerve and clear gaze of young McCuenxan, slowly but surely 
tightening its coils around you. The ocean is too small even for 
the furtive flight of your Ambassadors; the continent has no 
desert or cave Where you or your traitor conspirators can hide. 
Your Sea Ports will become Antwerps—your capitols a bye word 
so that no man pass through them—your homes will be left deso- 
late—you will be buried among the ruins of your peculiar Institu- 
tion, on which the world already sees, written the doom 


‘* Of Nations scattered like the chaff 
Blown from the threshing floor of God,’’ 


And you have caused it all. 


**Since him miscalled the morning star, 
Nor man, nor fiend hath fallen as far.’’ 
Yours, 
on 
WV. §. 
os Ee ee 


DECEMBER IN VIRGINIA. 
ConTRABAND, loquitur. 


De leaves hab blown away, 

De trees am black an bare ; 
De day am cold an damp, 

De rain am in de air. 
De wailing win’s hab struck 

De strings ob Nature’s lyre 
De brooks am swollen deep, 

De roads am mud an mire. 
De horses yank de team, 

De wheels am stickin thar ; 
De Yankee massa yell— 

De Lord! how he do swar! 
De oafs dat he do take, 

De nigger disremember ; 
De Dutch, de Deuce, de Debbil, 
De—all tings dat am ebil— 

DzE-CEMBER ! 
—_> 
MUSCULAR TACTICS. 
To an equestrian circus, rather than to the arena of war, might 
one look, naturally, for the remarkable feats recorded in the fol- 


lowing description of the Grand Review, contributed by the special 
correspondent of the Daily Times. 


The army first formed in lines of divisions on three sides of an oblong, and 
was then reviewed by the President, his Cabinet. and General McCLeLian and 
staff. Afterwards they defiled by divisions, marching past the President, on a 
black horse, under a pine tree, supported by General McCueLian, Secretaries 


SEWARD and CAMERON, a magnificent staff, all mounted. 


We can only account for such an extraordinary statement as the 
above, by setting it down as a Zampillaerostatement, or tremendous 
bounce. It certainly conveys the idea that General McCiextan, 
assisted by Secretaries Sewarp and Cameron, did some herculean 
feats, either by carrying about a black horse with the army of the 
Potomac mounted upon it, or by wielding a pine-tree for a 
truncheon. After several careful readings, we can make nothing 
else out of it; and our opinion is that Nixon ought to secure an 
engagement with General McCietian and the two athletic Secre- 
taries, as soon as ever the war is over. 

cll 
Our Nationalities. 

Some say that our Charter elections are carried by the Irish 
element, while others attribute the preponderating political influ- 
ence to the Germans. It appears to us, however, that the Polls 
have a good deal to do with the reckoning. 

<< _- 
A Loyal Prestidigitator. 

Hermann—He has no Confederates. 
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JUVENILITY JUBILANT. 
A Reminiscence or Toe OD KnicKeRBOCKER MaGazine. 


NA VING long 
been known 
‘* some deal” 
18 the Advocate 
General of “the 
little ’uns’’ in 
‘*the old fa- 
miliar’’ pages 
of “ The Knick- 
erbocker Maga- 
zine’’—alias 
“©Old Knick’ 
—I felt it in 
my bones,’’ to 
send you the 
following 
“inkling” of 
Foreign per 
last ** Cunard- 
” 
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Proms vrrraztifl 


*“ A question, 
importantto 
London cab- 
drivers, was de- 
cided at ‘West- 
minster, lately. 
Two persons may 
legally travel in 
a cab for one 
fare, but if an in- 
fant in arms is 

A > = added there must 

“ — be an additional 

fare , Mr. ARNoLD having decided that an infant was to be considereda _per- 
son.”’ 

Now, as a Father and 1 Juvenile Editor, I beg leave to give my 
‘humble but hearty thanks’ to this ‘‘ most potent, grave and 
reverend” ‘‘ DanreL come to judgment.’’ I believe that “an infant 
in arms is ‘‘a person,’ for if the dear ‘‘ Pledge” and * Olive- 
Branch’’ isn’t ‘‘ a person,” I should like to know what ‘‘a person” 
is?.... Willit be said that so many contributors to “ The Monthly, 
the ‘‘ wee toddlers’ who send me so many ‘* quips’ are not ‘‘ per- 
sons ?”?..... Look at the beautiful engraving of ‘‘ The Infant 
Samuet’? from the picture by our distinguished countryman, 
Copuey, a copy of which, ‘‘a thing of beauty and a joy forever, 


“ which nobody can deny,”’ 





hangs upon the walls of ‘ the Sanctum,” ina fine golden frame 
from the manufactory of Messrs. Lacxer, No. 328 Nassau street, 
New York. Will any one admit that he has ‘‘a soul so dead” 
that he does not consider the ‘‘ Infant Samuew” to be ‘‘ a person ?” 
Then is he 


se fit for treason, stratagems and spoils.’’ 





Last evening—it was only last evening, ‘gentle sir’—as I reclined 
at about three quarters past six—I dine at'five—in the ‘‘ Home 
Sanctum,” consuming ‘‘ the Indian weed,” and dallying with a 
glass of Cozzens’ ‘‘ Ne Plus Ultra Port,’’ thanks for the demijobn 
of ‘* that same !’’ I heard sweet, fresh, innocent voices chanting : 


“ Three little kittens, 
They lost their mittens, 
And thus to their mother did cry.’’ 


Verily, my eye ‘“‘ran over”..... But what was this to the 
adeno wey Tn Which little “‘ Errre é aged six, said the other 
night, when I was present, that she liked “ jelly” with her bread ? 
Dear creature! may she never lack ‘‘ jelly” sweet as ‘ Hybla 8 
honey”’ on her “ remainder biscuit !” wasn’t she ‘‘a person.’ She 
was; and ‘‘in the Spring,’’ “the delicate footed Spring, when 
‘* Molly Mottle’’ begins to ‘‘ give down,” I will send “ little Errie 
a pound and a half of golden butter to put with her ‘‘ jelly ? upon 
her “bread.’? Danie Wessrer—peace to his ashes !—could not 
have loved her better thanIdo. 2 : 

But I fear that I ‘‘ meander,” writing as I do,”’ currente calamo, 
juat after tea, in “the Sanctum.” So let me “ pull up; only 

ing that Lam, “ toujours.”’ 
a i Jom most obedient,” 





‘“‘Oup Kyick.” 





A Con. tor Fernando. 


Why were your voters at this election like Boomerangs ? 
Because they went back on you. 





THE CAMDEN AND AMBOY RAILROAD: 
THe Woop-sHep At CAMDEN. 


The perils of the passage into the wood-shed at Camden being 
safely passed, the traveller stops to gather his breath. As he is 
shaken into the car which is to convey him to his grandmother's, 
his mother-in-law’s, or wherever else he is going, he shakes him- 
self to find out if he is the same man that started from Philadel- 
phia in good health. If he finds no limbs knocked off, he gazes 
in mute wonder at the architectural points of interest in the 
strange building, while mule after mule madly rushes past the car 
window, eager to land the precious loads of wearing apparel on the 
car on which they are to ride.- What wonders of architecture! 
What mysteries of planning! What miracles of construction ! 
What strange devices to impede the transit of travellers, and to 
endanger the integrity of their shinbones! The structure has its 
merits. Never was wood-shed so marvellously put together out of 
little wood-sheds. Never was shed so ingeniously contrived as 
this, to mix the contents of arriving and departing trains. The 
smoke has beclouded the once brilliant whitewash ; the dust from 
within and without has converted the window panes into ground 
glass. The darkness is so great that it can be felt, particularly 
when some one groping for a seat puts his foot against your ribs, 
or his valise into your lap. 

In this wood-shed, as at all the other wood-sheds along the road, 
platforms are erected to enable the passenger to get into the car. 
Instead of being low platforms from which you could reach the 
car by a step or two, they are built upon a level with the car floor. 
There is just enough space between platform and car to allow you 
to drop your umbrella, your purse, your ticket, to the ground 
beneath, but not space enough to allow you reach after them and 
fish them up again. So if you drop your umbrella, your purse, 
your ticket, you add them to the general list of lost umbrellas, 
purses, and tickets, unless you have the hardihood to crawl under 
the cars from behind, as if you were a snake, in which event the 
train will probably make you into a snake-head, for it will start 
before you can get out. The conductor will sell you another 
ticket ; your purse and umbrella vou can replace when you get to 
New York. The history of the devisiog of these platforms is 
thus ;—The man who invented them had his bump of construc- 
tiveness developed in spots, instead of in one regular bump. It 
never occurred to him that passengers could climb in and out of 
the cars by means of steps fastened to the cars themselves ; so he 
spotted these things all along the road to take the place of car 
steps. He probably had a cousin in the lumber-business. 

Unlike the Philadelphia wood-shed, the Camden one has a place 
for the weary traveller to wait in. Weary traveller is generally 
very sorry if he has to waitin it long. A little door leads to it, 
close by the man who says ‘‘ T’kets ple-e-e-e-ze.” Itis a handsome 
apartment, large enough for a small family without children. Let 
us not stay in it. 

South of the main wood-shed is the freight wood-shed, from 
which two or three of the cheaper trains start. It is a frightful 
place, and there is more danger of being scared by muies there 
than in the other place, for the mules and the humans are there 
more intimately thrown together. 

The engine squeais ; the thing is ready togo. We are glad to 
leave the dingy wood-shed of Camden, and reach the open air, 
where we can see to read the newspaper. We steam through the 
yard, containing some old remains cf railroad furniture, and 
bounded by a fence of wood work, white-washed in the year 1841, 
just before the failure of the United States Bank. Fare thee well, 
thou dusky, leaky, wood-shed. 


ee 





Epigram- 
By rag Manes or THE Murperep Murray. 
Ase L. is an able president, : 
His mind has a mighty reach ; 
Search all our cities and marts, 
You wont find a man with better parts— 
Excepting his parts of speech ! 





Personal. 
J—s—ra H—x—re. Why do you continue to distress the hearts of /all at 
home: Oh, my dear J., we are very unhappy without you! Return, and all 


will be forgiven. 
H. G. 


a a ee 
Shakespeare, altered a little for our “ Soldier Boys.” 


‘Do not stand upon the order of your ‘ going in’ but ‘ go in’ at 
once !’” 
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‘*Tr YOU WANT A UNIFORM THAT WILL SHOW OFF YOUR FIGURE TO 
ADVANTAGE, WHAT CAN BE NEATER THAN THIS?!” 





THE CRUISE OF THE FLORA. 
A Navuticat BALLAb. 





Last week I went to Barnegat, 
All on a shooting spree, 

And I will take and eat my hat 
If ’twas not jollity. 


The piping winds across the sky 
Full many a cloud did blow, 

The while we piped, my friends and I, 
A jollier cloud below. 


Though Barnegat boasts no great man 
Who paints, or speaks, or writes, 

Whoever threads her channel can 
Descry some Shining Lights. 


And there we lay three days, I ween, 
Nor moved with sails or oars ; 
The only Game that we had seen 
Was euchre, or all-fours. 


But when the sun one morning shone, 
Dispelling cold and cough, 

Good gracious, how we all went on, 
And how our guns went off! 


The ducks and geese came flying round 
And though they were no fools, 

A number fell upon the ground, 
’T was said, between two Stools. 


In Manahawkin Swamp, we heard, 
That one, with gun or snare 

Might capture bear ; but some averred 
The Swamp was bare of bear. 


So hunting bear we did not go, 
Our sport was quantum suff., 
And several tore their trousers so 
They had bare-skin enough. 


We sailed ‘twixt island-shores of grass ; 
The channel there is shoal; 

And as we bowled along the pass 
We passed along the bowl. 


VANITY FAIR. 


We stopped just offof Bonn’s Hotel... 
Long Beach liesjust beyond... 
And found the liquor there a sell 
Save what was put in Bonp. 


A wreck on shore outlived the gale, 
But sailors none were here, 

So when they wanted to make Sail 
They got an auctioneer. 


(These ‘long-shore’sales, as I suspect, 
Are humbug and a curse : 

The ships by breakers may be wrecked, 
But brokers are far worse.) 


For Tuckerton our sail we set 
Some stores and things to buy, 

And though we all got very wet 
We all felt very dry. 


| And if you want to take us down... 
Our looks, and what we wore. .. 
The people of that little town 
Can tell yousomething more. 


Our week was up ; we headed toward 
Egg Harbor’s bar of foam ; 

We were not Free to go Abroad, 
So we were Bound for Home. 


At Little Egg ... the pass, you know... 
The wind was blowing free, 

We doubted if ’twas safe to go, 
But we went out to See. 


*Twas growing cold and dark, and late, 
We saw nor moon nor star ; 

Our skippersteered for one thing straight 
. . . The Buoy behind the Bar. 


All night our Nortkward course we lay, 
Till off the first Hook Light, 

Where, as we hankered for the day, 
We anchored for the night. 


Next morn we rose betimes, and saw 
The billows Wash and Comb, 
While we went dirty as before 
Until we reached our home. 


‘Lhus closed our trip to Barnegat, 
’Twas finished up and done ; 

And I will take and eat my hat 
If ’twasn’t jolly fun. 





—_ —— 


Exclusively for our English friends. 
‘* Here’s a go !” said Scrisierivs, feeling in his pockets just before 
| dinner-time ; ‘‘ no money till Saturday and I’ve only a sixpence 
| left!’ 
‘‘That’s nothing,’’ blandly interposed the Cockney, “ that six- 
| pence ought to do for you a good while yet.” 
| ‘* How sof” 
‘**Don’t you remember what the grave-digger says in Hamer : 
‘A Tanner will last you nine years?’ ” 

And Scrisierivs did remember, and taking the Briton by the hand 
he led him unto a hostelry where the twain kept an account. 


a ore ——__—— 
Not so sure of that. 

Papa GREELEY says that now we have a new broom at the City 
Hall, corruption of every sort will speedily be cleaned out of that 
establishment. 

V. F., on behalf of many incredulous tax-payers, begs to be 
allowed to consider this as a Sweeping assertion. 

— > 
A Hint from Dr. Donne for France and England. 
‘“‘ There is no health ; physicians say, that we 
| At best enjoy but a neutrality.” 
a 
What we'll do with King Cotton 
** Flax’? him. 
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PHYSIOLOGY OF THE HAT. 


* As mad as a Hatter,’’ is a proverb of respectable antiquity, originating, undoub” 
edly, in the wild attempts made from time immemorial, by persons in that line of bus’ 
ness, to dishonor and deform the human head. To such a pitch is variety in hats carried 
at present, that our lunatic asylums are stated to be overstocked with persons in the 
trade, whose intellects have given way before the rush of brain to the head required for 
the invention of a new and appropriate covering for it. 

Nobody, yet, has invented the “ new and appropriate covering” so much to be desired. 
The nearest thing to it, perhaps, is the fez of the Zouave ; because the fez, being worn 
a good way down toward the small of the back, does not interfere with the character of 
the phiz. ‘The sombrero, on the contrary, does ; it spreads a sombre influence all around, 
assimilating the wearer of it to a deadly Upas tree prowling around with a dagger up 
its sleeve. Then we have the modern stovepipe hat—an atrocity in all its varieties, 
although fashion decides that nobody ever looks like a gentleman until he looks like 
astove. There is a variety of it called the “gallipot hat,” partiy from its resemblance 
to that kind of utensil, and partly because the wearer is apt to consider himself “ real 
jam’’ when he gets his head into it. Potted calf’s head might be nearer the mark. 

Credit is due to whatever pastry-cook devised the mutton-pie hat now so often sported 
by girls of the jolly persuasion. There is an upper-crust air about these hats, which 
look very spicy, and so like the article of luncheon from which they derive their name, 
that the wearers may be literally said to go armed cap-a-pie. 

Fashion appears to exercise but little influence upon the street-boy’s head-gear. 
Grease does, however, and there is always a Zouave tendency about this light-hearted 
-- if not light-fingered—member of the community, to give a dorsal position to his 
dirty cap. 

Much distress has been caused by the military taste in head-coverings, the wild 
variety of which is so dazzling that no person could look upon them all at once and live. 
Our artist is now insane in consequence of a rash attempt to do so, and the fan-like 
thing in the illustration was devised by him while in a bad fit. He was coherent for a 
few minutes, while sketching the hat of the respectable old gent; but the Parisian 
bonnet next to it superinduced delirium as he knocked it off; and he is now in an 
asylum for white idiots, somewhere in the neighborhood of Nassau Street. 








Braggadocio on draught. 


The Memphis Avalanche, sunny secession sheet ! was good enough to tell us, last week, 
that “Gen. Price had crossed Gasconade river en route for St. Louis.’’ 

This may be, but no cne who has read the Peppermint-Hero’s recent blustering pro- 
clamation can believe that in the matter of a Stream of Gasconade he has ever departed 
from his original position. 


oo 


A Weighty Matter. 
We trust that the present Acting-Editor of the World has no intention of resigning. 
If he did, you know, a Marble Mantle would be sure to fall upon somebody. 





=. 








BOSTON AHEAD. 


It is only from an occasional perusal of 
the Boston papers, that one can really appre- 
ciate the great strides that are there making 
in everything, from tooth soap to macadam- 
ized roadways to salvation. Remark this 
from an advertising column : 

ROM THE DEPARTED. ‘‘ NOT DEAD—NOT 

Sleeping." Personal Descriptions of the Spirits 
of the Deceased Friends with such messages of cun- 
solation and advice as they may give, questions 
answer, or incidents in proof of their identity, will 
be furnished On receipt of a request in the handwrit- 
ing of the applicant, with the usual fee for time and 
services—one dollar 

Address ‘‘ New England Clairvoyant Institute,’’ 
Boston. 


In parenthesis let us observe that we en- 
deavored to reset the dislocated syntax of 
this announcement, but failed utterly. 
Being anxious to get an accurate description 
of a disembodied spirit, we have enclosed a 
little handwriting to the Clairvoyant Insti- 
tute, and may be we will send a Haverstraw 
dollar, for the purpose of getting a letter of 
information about the Spirit of "76. We 
also expect the managers of the Institute to 
give us a few messages of consolation from 
the grandmother of Curisropuzr CoLumbus, 
from two or three cousins of General Hanni- 
BALand a maiden aunt of J. Cwsar, Esq. Al- 
so a few facts about a man who went into the 
country to stay, about two years ago, before 
arranging a little balance due us of three 
dollars sixty-two and a half cents. 

We await the result of our first dealings 
with the gentlemanly and accomplished 
dead. 





To whom it may Concern. 


Somebody addresses an unknown young 
lady through the columns of the Herald, 
giving a graphic inventory of her dry-goods, 
and imploring the favor of ‘‘a few lines.’’ 
He begins thus : 

F THE YOUNG LADY WHO, ON MONDAY 

afternoon, about four o’clock, took a Sixth 
avenue small car at the corner of Varick and Watts 
streets, and left it at the corner of Waverly place— 


We should like to have a look at that 
‘*voung lady,’’ or an ambrotype of her, full- 
length ; also a sketch of the ‘‘ Sixth avenue 
small car,’’? which, if carried by her all the 
way from Varick street to Waverly place, 
might easily be drawn by one, or at most 
two, of our artists. 





A Good Clearance. 


We think it was Mr. Cuartes Mackay 
who, in one of his letters from America to a 
London journal, described Broadway as dis- 
playing an appearance suggestive of the 
primeval forest. Although hardly three 
years have elapsed since that distinguished 
traveller visited our shores, great, changes 
have, nevertheless, taken place in the main 
features of our city ; and it is gratifying to 
think that no traveller could now reproach 
us with the fact of New York being under 
Woop. 


ee eee 
The Main Hatchway. 


Western papers inform us that, owing to 
excesses committed by the soldiers at St. Jo- 
seph, Provost-Marshal Haron has ordered 
ali the dram-shops at that place to be shut 
up. It strikes us that it might not be a bad 
thing for the army if all camp liquor venders 
were put under Harcuas, in the same way. 
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